The moft lamentable Tr age die 

Tamora* Farewell my fonnes fee that you make berfuge, 
Nerelet my hare know merry checre indeed* 

Till all the Adronicii be made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy loucly Moore* 

And let my fpleencfull fonnes this Trull defloure* 

Enter Aronmth two of Titus finnes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will 1 bring you to thclothforaepit, 

Where I efpied the Panther faft afleepe* 

Quintus « My fight is very dull what ere it bodes# 
CMart, And mine I promife you, wereitnot for ftarae. 
Well could I leaue our fport to fleepea while* 

gut*. Whatartthou fallen? whatfubtile hole is this, 
Whofe mouth is couercd with rude growing briers, 

Vpon whofc leaues are drops of newfhed blood. 

As frcfli asmorning s dc w difhld on flowers, 

A very fatal! place it feeraes to me, 

Spcakc brother haft thou hurt thee with the falls 
Marti. Oh brother, withthe difmalft obieft* 

That cuer eye with fight made hart lament* 

Aron. Now will I fetch the King to findc them hccre,' 

Th at he thereby may hauc a likely geffe. 

How thefe were they that made away his brother* Exit 
Marti. Whydoft not comfort me and h cl pc me out* 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

1 am furprifed with an vneouth feare* 

A chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioynts* 

My hare fufpc&s more then mine eie can fee. 

Mart. Fo prouethou haft a true diuining hart# 

Aron and thou looke downe into this den, 

Andfccafearcfull fight of blood and death* 

Jguint. ^tf»isgone 3 andmycompaffionatchvt, 

Wi 11 no t permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife a 


Oh 


of Tim An droniau, 

Oh tell roc how it is, for nere till now 
Was I a child , to feare I kno w not what. 

Martins. Lord BaffisnusVtts embrewed heecc, 

All on a heape like to a fiaughtred Lambc, 

In this detefted darke blood drinking pit. 

SUmut. Ifit be darkc how dooft thoji kr,«wtishei“ 
Martin- Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fomemonuroent, 

Doth lhinevponihe deadroans earthly cheikes, 

And (hewes the ragged intrailes of this pit s 
So pale did ihinc the Moone on Piramus, 

When he by night lay bs th’d in Maiden blood? 

0 brother hclpeme with thy fainting hand. 

If fesre hath made thee faint, as mee it hath. 

Out ot this fell efcuouring receptacle, 

As hat*. full as Oc„»jmiftieroouth< 

JW Reach roc thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
Orwanting fttength to doe thee fo much good, 

1 may bepluckt into the (wallowing wombe, 

Ofihis deepe pit, poore fWi/awws graue : 

1 haue no ftrength to pluc ke thee to the brink. 
cJWart'W'.Nor 1 no ftrength to clime without thy fielpT 
Q»'». Thy hand once more, I will n.tloofcagainc, 
Till thou art heerc aloft, or 1 below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thec« 

Enter theEneptrour , Arenlhe Meort. 

Sntur. Along with roe, lie fee what holds hecrc, 
Andwhat he is that now is leapt into it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didft defeend., 
lntothisgapinghollow oftheeartht 1 

Martius , The vnhappie fonneofold Andronicm t - 
Eroughthitherin arooit vnluckic houre. 


